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THE FIRST O° MAY 


Lipa H. Harpy 


I'm just as glad as I can be, Let’s play each day’s the first o’ May, 
"Cause it’s the first o’ May; And to our blossoms tell 
I'll gather violets and ferns, The word that carries life and love, 


And fill my baskets gay. And makes all people well. 


T’ve one for ma, and one for pa, Just give each flower a tiny kiss, 


And one for grandma, see! Then send them on their way; 
And one for Mrs. Blinn that’s sick, My, how they'll make the people smile! 
And one for lame Jim Lee. I love the first o” May! 


xs 
af 
* 
; 
€ . 
. 


Vo.t. XVII May, 1912 


A LITTLE GIRL IN A BIG WORLD 
Bessie Evans PetrrinGer 
VIII 


Ja) R. DOWNS drove to the nearest railway station 
from where Adrian and Mrs. Temple were to 
take the first train home, while Mr. Raymond 
returned to the farm where he intended to over- 

haul his auto and then, if the roads proved not altogether 
impassable, to go on in search of Mrs. Johnson. 

Adrian was very much disappointed at the turn 
affairs had taken, for of all desires of her heart that of 
seeing her dear friend who had been so much to her in 
the days when friends were few, was uppermost in her 
mind. As the train puffed out of the tiny station, she 
curled herself inside the big cushioned chair and tried to 
reason out just why she should have met with, what 
seemed to her at the time, a misfortune, and whether in 
any way it had been brought about by herself. Try as 
she would, she could not discover wherein she had been 
to blame, so philosophically she decided, ‘Then it’s for 
the best in some way or other, but oh, dear! why couldn't 
it have been different? It would have made me so happy 
to have seen Mrs. Johnson and the baby, and the kids, 
too, of course. But I ain’t going to worry, and maybe 
years and years from now I'll see the good of it. It 
does seem, though, as if God was a person, and there 
are so many folks needing him he just can’t ‘tend to 
all of us at the same time, and some of us has got to 
be forgot sometimes, but of course I know that ain’t so! 
He is inside of every part of me every single minute of 
the day and night and—” 

“What are you thinking about, Adrian, with such a 
sober expression?” asked Mrs. Temple, folding up the 
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morning paper she had been reading. “Are you so very 
much disappointed about not seeing Mrs. Johnson? 
Never mind, dear, we'll hear from Raymond tonight, and 
if we once find her and the way to get there, we'll visit 
her the first thing. I’m sure I'd rather be in this nice, 
comfortable car, homeward bound, than stranded in the 
thick of the woods in a mud puddle as we were this 
time yesterday; wouldn’t you?” 

“T don’t see that it makes much difference,” sighed 
Adrian. 

“You don’t!” in surprise. “I think it makes all 
the difference in the world! Think how cold we were 
when it began to grow dark, and do you forget how 
hungry we were at noon and nothing but water-soaked 
hazelnuts to eat?” 

“Oh, it makes lots of difference that way, of course, 
but I mean if we really are sure God is taking care of 
us, we ought to be willing to stay in a mud puddle and 
be cold ‘till he’s ready to take us out. I mean it don’t 
make any difference what happens to us if we're willing 
to do just what God tells us, ‘cause he’s almost always 
working us around to something good in the end, but, 
but I wish he'd tell us first what he’s ‘tending to do; 
it would make it lots easier.” 

“By dear child, your philosophy is either too deep 
or too high for me. I think you're right, but—well, I 
wish he’d tell us before hand, too!” 

“Mrs. Johnson says God is Perfect Faith, and that 
we must practice perfect faith so ’at we'll be like him. 
If he told us everything we—we wouldn’t grow none. 
But times like this when I want to do something so bad, 
and things don’t go right—I mean when they don’t 
seem to go right, I just wish he’d tell me a little bit and 
let me grow some other time.” 

“We can’t have everything our own way or as 
we'd like it,’ Mrs. Temple answered, half regretfully. 

“That's what I meant about it’s not making any 
difference,” again sighed Adrian. “If we want God 
to ’range things for us and he puts us in a mud puddle 
when we don’t want to be there, then we got to want 
what we don’t want. So you see, it’s all mixed up! 
I'm sorry we ain't going to see Mrs. Johnson today, but 
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if God don’t want me to, then I ain’t sorry and—” 
“Mixed up! Well I should say it is mixed up! 
You have me going around and around in a circle. Sup- 
pose we just await developments and let right and wrong 
take care of themselves.” 

“T said it didn’t make any difference,’ repeated 
the child, quietly. “Just: so long as we have perfect 
faith things have got to be right.” 

And “got to be right’ they were, for when the two 
reached home the French nurse was awaiting them in 
a state of excitement bordering on hysteria. “Oh, Mrs. 
Temple! To think that just at this time I should have 
gotten a letter from Miss Verna! It’s traveled around 
all over the States because I never left my address, and 
now I’ve got it. It’s written more than two months 
ago, and Miss Verna says she has gotten to thinking 
so much about America lately that she’s coming over 
for a trip, and she wants me to meet her, and offers me 
the place of maid while she’s here. And this is her 
address in New York, and I’m to let her know where 
I am as soon as she arrives. But just look! this letter 
must be two months old, and by this time she’s in this 
country. I’m going to write to her tonight, but Mr. 
Raymond's wife said I must talk to you first, for you 
might not want Miss Verna to know about Miss Adrian 
yet. Shall I tell her? I must write at once; I want to 
start the minute I know she’s here and really wants me, 
and if she'll take me as maid I'll never leave her, no 
matter what country she lives in. Do you think it’s 
too late for her to still be in New York? Oh! if I 
should miss seeing her I’d die, I know I would!” 

Adrian stared in astonishment as the two women, 
who had utterly forgotten her presence, continued the 
subject. 

“Telegraph her at this address at once,” directed 
Mrs. Temple, almost as excited as the nurse. “Tell her 
there is a child Adrian—no, bring be a blank; I'll wire 
her myself, and you can do as you think best about 
your part. Thank you; now don’t bother me while I 
think out what I want to say.” 

“O Mrs. Temple! please tell me,’ pleaded the 
child, “who is Miss Verna and what’s she got to know 
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about me for? Is she going to take me back to the 
home? You said I never need go back—that’1 was to 
be your little girl.” 

Consternation overspread the two faces before her. 
They knew now that she must be told all they knew 
about Verna and Paul LaVerne. 

“And so we think they may be your aunt and 
uncle,’ Mrs. Temple finished. “We have taken every 
means possible to trace your father’s connection, and 
if we could only find those books of yours, it would settle 
all doubt.” 

To exactly describe the child’s feelings would be 
difficult. She was overjoyed at the prospect of having 
a really, truly aunt and uncle, but as she had never 
been in the habit of descending into the very depths of 
misery, so she found it hard to soar into the top-most 
pinnacle of delight, and besides, she was very happy and 
contented to just be Mrs. Temple’s little girl. She sat 
down on the hearth-rug and talked it all over with the 
Persian cat, while Mrs. Temple and the nurse wrote 
their lettergrams and started them on their flight to 
New York. “Kitty dear,’ she said, “it would be awful 
nice to have a family all your own, and an Aunt Verna 
and Uncle Paul to belong to you would seem most too 
good to be true, but—nothin’s too good to be true, so 
I’m just going to believe they’re mine anyway, and 
if they ain’t, then I'm Mrs. Temple’s little girl just the 
same. Don't you see how nice it is, Kitty? It’s just 
like a beautiful story ‘at might come true, and if. it 
doesn’t, it’ll be just a fairy tale.” 

She went to bed very happy that night, and the 
next morning, as she came down stairs, the French 
nurse handed her a yellow message which read, “Feel 
sure this child belongs to us. Am leaving today for the 
West; will arrive Saturday. Tell Adrian to expect her 
Aunt Verna.” 

Never before in her life had Adrian been so over- 
come with emotion. Just why she felt as she did was 
beyond her comprehension, but overcome she was, and 
to a surprising extent. Up to this time Verna was only 
a name, but as she saw the slip of paper bearing the 
personal message to herself, she felt a strange faintness 
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about her heart, her lips were dry and her big gray 
eyes turned black and misty, then tears followed fast. 

“Law me, Miss Adrian! I thought you’d be de- 
lighted. Aren’t you glad to find your own people? 
Just think. Miss Verna is your father’s own sister, and 
she’s rich and refined, and you ought to see her! For 
all the world like a queen the way she walks and talks, 
and everybody admiring her, for she’s very beautiful.” 

Adrian was listening, afraid to lose a single word, 
but her tears were falling fast. 

“O, I'm so happy, indeed I am, but I just can’t 
help crying. Do you really think she is my aunt? I 
somehow feel it’s going to come true, every word of it!” 

The telephone bell rang sharply and Adrian ran 
to answer it, while Mrs. Temple stood leaning over 
the banister listening, and the nurse paused for the 
same purpose. 

“O, Mr. Raymond,” Adrian’s voice was saying, “you 
just got back? O, goody, goody. you got the books! 
And Mrs. Johnson, how is she? O, I’m glad! We can 
go to see her when? Next week. Thank you, so much, 
won't it be fun! Good bye.” 

(To be continued.) 


WHO HAS SEEN THE WIND? 


Who has seen the wind ? 


Neither I nor you; 
But, when the leaves hang trembling, 
The wind is passing through. 


Who has seen the wind? 
Neither you nor I; 
But, when the trees bow down their heads, 
The wind is passing by. 
—Christina Rosetti. 


Kindness, gentleness and patience can be made 
habits. They bring happiness always and make all 
others happy. Try to cultivate them! 


WEE WISDOM 
A SECRET 


I have a secret to tell you— 

Though you may not believe it is true— 
But a fairy whispered it to me, 

And I will tell it to you. 


When May wakes up the grass and the flowers, 
And the birds build their nests and sing, 

When the breeze blows soft, and the air is sweet 
With the fresh, warm breath of spring; 


The blossoms, down in the meadow, 
In the gardens, and woods and the hills, 
Are singing, too, with their playmates, 
The birds, and the breezes and rills. 


And I'll tell you what they are singing, 
For I’ve heard them over and over, 
When I’ve fallen asleep in the hayfields, 

"Mid the buttercups, daisies and clover. 


The Daisy nods, “Be cheerful” ; 
“Have courage,’ Anemone sings, 

“From the cold and snow of winter 
The beauty of summer springs.” 


“Be patient,” the Violet whispers; 
The Lily breathes, “Be pure’; 
“Be merry,” cries Dandelion, 
“°Tis the very best thing, I’m sure.” 


The Rose, sweet, winsome teacher, 
Says softly, “Be true, be true”; 
The Buttercup laughs, “Be happy”; 


Says Clover, “Be useful, too!” 


And I think if you listen closely 
In the sweet, glad days of spring, 

With the song of the brook, the breeze and the birds, 
You can hear the flowers sing.—Selected. 


All the live Wees are joining the Booster Club. 
Have you done so yet? 


WEE WISDOM 
THE LEGEND OF THE ANGELS’ SONG 


Harriet Martone Hopson 


NE of the quaintest and most beautiful of all the 
legends that have come down to us from out 
the dim ages of the past, concerning the dawn 
days of creation, is the one in which is told the 

story of the wonderful song that an angel sang, so long 

ago that not a single living creature on the earth had 
learned to speak. All the world—big and busy and 
beautiful though it was—lay in the grasp of a mighty 
silence then, and man and bird and beast, as well as the 
fishes in the sea, were dumb, for how could they possess 
utterance of any kind when they had never heard either 

a word or a sound? 

This quaint old legend says that so deep was the 
silence in the world that not even the busy little leaves 
on the forest trees whispered to each other as they 
danced in the breeze, and that the brook sang no song as 
it went over its rocky bed, but crept silently along to- 
wards the voiceless rivers. 

All the lakes were mute, and there came never a 
murmur of the waters as they made their noiseless way to 
a sea whose waves held no moan nor roar or hint of 
thunder as they beat ceaselessly upon the golden sand 
of the beach. 

And then one day, down to this silent earth there 
came a mighty angel from heaven. He found his way to 
the loftiest peak of a great mountain, and taking his stand 
there he raised his radiant face to the blue sky, and lift- 
ing his voice he sang a song of such marvelous sweetness 
that every living thing paused to listen, while the notes 
were of such power that their melody echoed around the 
earth! 

On and on sang the angel, with never a pause in his 
song, and on and on listened every living creature with 
an intensity that was almost painful. 

For a long time those who heard remained abso- 
lutely dumb, but as the wonderful song continued, grow- 
ing ever richer in volume and sweetness, and more mar- 
velous in its message of God’s love to men, a strange 
something began to stir and beat in the breasts of those 
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who heard. And then at last, overpowered by the emo- 
tions that the angel’s song had awakened in their hearts, 
every living creature, as well as every living thing, burst 
into utterance, as it tried to give voice to the love rising 
within, and it was from this mighty, united effort “that 
to each and all came the one voice that was intended for 
them.” The birds caught the marvelous music of the 
angel’s song, and at once began to pipe it forth in the 
forests as best they could. The ocean and the great tor- 
rents felt the power of the song, and the leaves of the 
trees and vines echoed its softest whispers. The brooks 
caught the lilt of the music, as did the rivers and the 
wind, even the tiniest insect catching the whisper that 
was meant for him. Man also had been dumb until that 
day, when he and he alone of all living things, heard 
the words and the message of the song as well as its 
melody. And that is why it is said that “Man speaks 
and sings the same language that the angels speak and 
sing. 

“In this manner, and thus all together did every 
living creature on the earth find the voice that was to 
belong to it through all time,” says this quaint old legend. 

And from that wonderful day until this, it claims 
that every living thing, even the trees, has had a voice, 
the only exceptions being the fishes in the seas and rivers. 
When the angel sang its wonderful song all the timid 
finny folk refused to poke even the tips of their sharp 
noses out of the water, but dived down so deep that 
the faintest sound from the earth could not reach them. 
And so they failed to catch even one word of the angel’s 
song, and have remained absolutely dumb until this day. 


[ like little pussy, 
Her fur is so warm, 
And if I don’t hurt her, 
She'll do me no harm. 
I sit by the fire, 
And give her some food; 
Then pussy will like me, 
Because I’m so good. 


WEE WISDOM 
THE FAIRY QUEEN 


Frora E. Priumsreap 


(An Easter egg for the dear Wees.) 


WONDER if your home has a Fairy Queen. 
Ours has. When we wake up in the morning 
nd cake, sweets or fruit under our 
pillows, and how they got there was always 
a great wonder to us, for we always felt under our pil- 
lows at night to make sure there was nothing there. 

But at last I found out all about it, and that is 
just what I want to tell you. 

One night I went to bed rather later than usual, 
because, for a treat I had been out to see a magic lantern, 
which was lovely. The pictures were called “A Visit 
to Fairyland,” and I was very much interested, so that 
you may quite imagine I didn’t drop off to sleep when 
I got into bed, but lay thinking of the wonders of fairy- 
land. All of a sudden I heard the sound of a lot of 
little silver bells tinkling, and would you believe it—I 
scarcely could—the whole of the quilt which covered me 
was one mass of moving little fairy people, all of whom 
were singing, and their voices sounded like bells, and 
that was what I heard. In the very middle of the first 
row, on a beautiful throne made of pure white lilies, 
with a crown of stars on her head, sat the Queen. 

She was the loveliest little lady I've ever seen. 
Across the front of her dress, in letters made of spark- 
ling diamonds, was written her name: “Love home in the 
heart of mother.” 

That was strange, and then as my eyes went down 
the line, I was very much surprised to read all their 
names, such as “Patience,” “Help,” “Hope,” “Faith,” 
and numbers of others written in all sorts of colored 
precious stones, who all lived in the heart of mother. 
While I was still thinking what a very beautiful place 
mother’s heart must be, I noticed the singing ceased and 
a signal had been given, at which the rows began to 
turn and march, and when the second row came before 
me I saw the sweetest little fairy men, led by a King 
called “Wisdom,” and they all lived in papa’s heart. 
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As each row came before me in turn, I read their names 
and the names of their homes in the hearts of my sis- 
ters and brothers. 

I was surprised, for I never thought anything half 
so lovely lived in their hearts. But over and above all 
was Queen Love. She seemed to know just what to do 
and say so that all worked in perfect harmony and unity. 

After marching right around they stood once more 
in their same places with this difference, King Wisdom 
had taken his rightful place by the side of Queen Love. 
Then they made a very pretty bow and the whole thing 
vanished. It was morning and our mother was beside 
our beds, holding a plate of grapes for us to enjoy. 

I thought her face was just the loveliest pure face 
I had ever seen, so I sprang up and threw my arms 
arund her and told her all about the fairy people. 

Now, I am sure your home has a Fairy Queen, and 
I am sure she lives in the heart of your dear mother; if 
you don’t see her it is because your own heart is full of 
nasty old goblins who forgot to wash the windows of 
your soul and let the love-light in. 

So you see it was dear, kind mother who put the 
nice surprises under our pillows at night, to give us pleas- 
ure in the morning. 

South Africa, March 16, 1912. 


Oh, take me where the violet blooms, 
So dainty, so sweet, so true, 
And let me lie on the green, green grass; 
Let me lie and watch the cloudlets pass 
Through the heavens deep and blue; 
God gave me the sky to make me see 
The beauties of eternity. 


In the next Wee Wispom will be the story of 
“Carino,” a real sure ‘nough fairy story, and it will 
have the nicest little boy in it who will—well, you will 
have to read it to find out what he does, but he is a 
mighty fine boy, and the fairies all love him and—you 
can read it yourself next month. 


WEE WISDOM 
DECORATING FOR KEEPS 


Marion H. Irons 
(A May Story.) 

“It’s mine.” 

“No, it isn’t.” 

“It’s mine, I tell you.” 

“Shure, an’ it’s nather of yees,’ cried Irish Tom, 
swooping down upon the squabbling two, and snatching 
the paper they were quarreling about. 

“Come, Tom, give it to me,” said the larger of the 
two boys, coaxingly. “It is mine, for I picked it up first 
and—” 

“But I saw it first when it blew out of the stage, and 
almost had it in my hands when you tripped me up, and 
grabbed it yourself, Phil Carden,’ yelled the smaller 
boy, in a voice high and shrill with anger. “Just ask 
May if I didn’t see it first.” 

Phil gave a contemptuous shrug of his shoulders. 
“We don’t need any girl’s meddlin’ to settle this; find- 
ing’s having, and the paper is mine,” said he, reaching 
up to take it from Tom. 

“Not in this case,” said Tom, holding the paper 
high above his head. “Shure ’n persission’s nine-tinths 
of the law iny day; but if yees will kape still, I'll rade 
to ye a bit of the—” 

“Yes, do Tom; we'll be still, won’t we?” cried the 
girls, looking anxiously at Phil, who walked off to what 
he considered a safe distance from Tom, and began to 
sing, in a mocking tone: 

“Oh, yes, listen to Tom Meads, 
*Tis wonderful how he reads.” 


“Jist listen to the voice of him,’ said Tom, good 
naturedly, as he sat down and began to look at the paper 
which had been the bone of contention. ; 

“Here’s a pictur of a gineral, and there’s rading 
under it; Sir Robert Hall as he appeared before the 
King, his brist kivered with d-e-c, dic, o-, oh, r-a-, ray, 
dicoray, t-i-o-n-s, shuns, dicorations. Now, what might 
be the maning of that?” asked Tom, in a puzzled tone, 
as he glanced at his small audience. 
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“Tattoo marks, of course,” said Phil, who had a 
sailor uncle, and finding curiosity stronger than anger, 
he quietly stole up and stood looking over Tom’s shoulder. 

“No such thing; it means those things sewed all 
over the front of his coat,” said May. “But what are 
they for, and how silly a man looks, tagged up in that 
way. 

“Perhaps he got them for good spelling,” said little 
Bessie, as she proudly looked at the silver star she wore 
tied about her neck with a long, blue ribbon. 

“Humph, it’s nothing much to be proud of,” said 
Dick, who was never known to have his spelling lessons, 
and rather resented his younger sister’s triumphs. 

“It is better than you can do, any way,” cried 
Bessie, “and I’m going to ask Miss Ray what that pic- 
ture means.” 

“Tl do it myself,” said Phil, snatching the paper 
from Tom, and dashing into the schoolroom, followed by 
the indignant crowd. 

Miss Ray tapped the bell sharply for order, and 
securing that, inquired the cause of their trouble. 

After reproving Phil for his rudeness, she took the 
paper, and in reply to their eager questions told them of 
the brave deeds necessary to win such decorations; then 
softly and tenderly reminded them of the day set apart 
for the decoration of our own brave soldiers’ graves, 
and ended with a quict talk about the inward decoration, 
and rebuilding of their own characters day by day. 

On their way home, the children began talking of 
the coming Decoration Day. 

“There’s niver a soldier’s grave in the whole cime- 
tary,” said Tom, who had been much impressed, when 
Miss Ray talked of the coming Decoration Day. 

“But our own characters are here, and we can be- 
gin here and now to decorate them by our thoughts, 
words and actions every day,” said Mav, “and I will 
drop slang this very day.” 

“Miss Ray is all roight about dicorating our chair- 
icters,” said Tom, “but I’d loike to do something loike 
fixin’ graves an’ sich, but shure an’ it’s no use, with 
niver a soldier’s grave to dicorate.” 

“What good does it do any way?” asked Phil. 
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“They'd be no better off if they were there and we put 
flowers a foot deep over their graves. I'd much rather 
do something for the living.” 

“Oh Phil, Phil,” May cried, as they passed a shabby 
little house, where a cross looking old woman stood in 
the doorway, “let us decorate for Rosie Dene; she is a 
true blue little soldier for the right. Miss Ray says, 
and you have said yourself, that Rosie was the bravest 
person you ever knew, to bear so much pain and never 
ery or complain.” 

“But she’s not died yit,”’ said Tom, who ‘could not 
give up his idea of decorating graves. 

“But we might fix some flowers for her, and lay 
them on the bed. You know how much she likes them, 
and it has been five years since she’s been out of the 
house, and her grandmother is too lame to pick any.” 

“And might throw them out doors, she’s such a 
cranky old thing,” said Phil, making a face at the old 
woman, as they spoke of her. 

“Miss Ray says that we should speak ‘spectfully of 
old people, and that being poor and lame sometimes 
makes people feel cross and think that no one likes 
them,” said Bessie. 

“That’s so, Bess,” replied May, “but I would like 
to decorate something.” 

“Yes, ves,” cried the rest of the children in chorus. 

“Well, I want to decorate something ‘for keeps,’ 
and flowers won't keep long at all,” said Phil. 

“Let’s—let’s—oh, let’s ask Miss Ray tomorrow; 
she knows ‘most everything,” said Bessie, full of faith 
in her teacher, as indeed she had good reason to be. 

The next morning most of the girls hurried to 
school very early, and when the boys arrived, were going 
about with a deep, mysterious air, which vexed Phil, 
who could never bear being left out of anything going on. 

“You think you're smart, don’t you?” he sneered. 

“TI think that you girls ought to tell the boys,” said 
Miss Ray, “for it is really Phil’s idea, the ‘decorating 
for keeps,” she quoted, smiling at him, “‘and a very 
good one it is.” 

The girls then told of their plan to form a Wee 
Wispom Club, with Miss Ray to lead and teach them, 
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and to take Rosie as their especial charge to make happy. 

“And Miss Ray says that Rosie does not have to 
stay sick, if we always remember that she is God’s child, 
the same as we are, and change our thoughts about her 
being sick; so we are going to sit and think strong, well 
thoughts to her every day at recess,” said Bessie, joy- 
ously. 

They then planned how to fix up Rosie’s little, dark 
bedroom, and grew quite excited, as they talked of paint- 
ing and papering it with pink paper. 

“Oh,*no, we mean paper with pink roses and green 
leaves,” said Bessie, “and Miss Ray says that if we all 
give what we can she will pay for the rest herself.” 

“But the room is so dark Rosie can never see the 
paper,” said practical Phil. “She needs another win- 
dow. Jimminy! do you s’pose the old lady would let 
me make a window? I made one in our house, and 
mother said that it was a good job,” cried Phil, all 
eagerness -to try his skill, for a hammer and saw were 
his delight. 7 

“T will ask her,” said Miss Ray, “and get the 
glass this week, if she is willing.” 

“Tl bust my bank to pay for it,” said Phil; “I’ve 
got two quarters.” 

“You can have my dime,” piped up Dick. 

“And me dollar,” said Tom. 

And the other children promised as much more. 

Though the following days were busy ones for 
teacher and pupils, never once did they forget to sit 
in silence and pray for Rosie, and great was their joy 
when Miss Ray told them that Rosie was beginning to 
sleep better at night and give her grandmother a chance 
to rest. 

Miss Ray had persuaded Rosie’s grandmother to 
give her consent to their plan for fixing up the little 
girl’s room, and to Rosie’s wonderment she was carried 
. from her dark room for the first time in five long years, 
and blinked her eyes as the world burst on her view in 
all its glory of a May day. 

Her grandmother spoke of the roof “needin’ 
shinglin’,” and of “the noise being too disturbin’” for 
her, so Rosie allowed them to carry her to a neighbor's 
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house with never a question or doubt in her mind as to 
why she was being carried away. 

The children’s parents became interested in their 
plan, and gave what little money they could spare, and 
a few, who had none, brought some little ornament for 
the room; others banded together. and hastily pieced 
and quilted a pretty pink and white quilt for Rosie’s 
little bed. 

The.roof was shingled, and Phil allowed to help put 
in a low, wide window, facing the road, with a deep sill 
for plants. The other little window was enlarged and 
made on a level with Rosie’s bed, so that she could “see 
the green things growing,’ May said. 

The floor was painted gray, and the woodwork a 
delicate blue, and when the paper, with its tiny vines 
and pink roses, graced the ceiling and walls, the little 
room seemed a bower of beauty to the parents and chil- 
dren, who in all their hard, toilsome lives had been little 
used to pretty things of any kind. 

Screens were placed at windows and door, that 
Rosie might have plenty of fresh air and vet be free 
from flies and mosquitoes. 

_ When the bedstead, chair and home-made stand 
were cleaned and painted an ivory white, the little orna- 
ments and pictures placed here and there, and a little 
bookshelf, which Phil had made, hung on the wall within 
reach of the bed, it was indeed a room to be proud of, 
they all agreed. 

A large, pink geranium blossomed in the new win- 
dow, and more flowers had been promised. 

Miss Ray made a pretty pink and blue gown for 
Rosie, so that she would “go with her room,’ Bessie 
explained to some of her chums. 

“We need rugs and some books for those shelves,” 
said Miss Ray, taking a last look at the room, “but there 
is no time to get them now.” 

“And all our banks are busted, too,” sighed Dick. 

“There’s another Decoration Day next vear,” said 
Phil meaningly, and as Miss Ray looked at his firm 
set lips and square chin, she knew that the good work 
begun would reach out into the future, for Phil never 
gave up: and she silently gave thanks to God who had 
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given her wisdom to mature and help carry out Phil’s 
ideas of “decorating for keeps.” 

Already he was losing his self-assertive ways, and 
forgetting to “look out for number one,” a favorite ex- 
pression of his. 

So many people were interested in Rosie’s room 
(the grandmother's had not been forgotten, either) that 
Miss Ray had the Decoration Day exercises out-doors, 
that all might hear them. Rosie was placed under a 
shady tree, and trembled with joy as she heard the first 
singing and speaking that she had ever heard in all 
her short, painful life. 

Then came a picnic dinner and a few games, after 
which the crowd formed, two by two, and told Rosie 
that they were going to march home with her before 
saying goodbye. 

“Shut vour eyes, Rosie,” called Bessie, as they ap- 
proached the house, and Rosie did so with tears and 
quivering lips, for it did seem so hard to go back to that 
dark, little room, and perhaps never see the beautiful 
earth again. 

“Shure, Rosie, an,’ it’s a hape ye'll hev to be think- 
ing of,” said Tom, who had seen the tears and had 
guessed their cause. 

“T’ll think of it days, and dream of it nights,” she 
said, smiling bravely, with eyes yet shut, “but it is so 
hard to be shut up again without even a peep at the 
green out-doors.” 

Tom could not resist a satisfied chuckle, as he 
thought of all in store for her, and much hurt and of- 
fended, Rosie could hardly be persuaded to open her 
eyes after she was borne into the house and carefully 
placed on her soft, clean bed; then the children sang: 


“Shut your mouth, and open your eyes, 
And you will have a big surprise.” 


Rosie opened her eyes and gasped, as she looked 
about her, and became so pale that Miss Ray sent all 
from the room; then she sat down and told Rosie all 
about the children’s plan from beginning to this happy 
ending. 

“T am afraid that I will wake up and find it all 
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a dream,” said Rosie, clinging to Miss Ray’s hand as 
she rose to go. 

“We'll make it a pretty lively dream then,” said 
Phil, who had lingered near, “for some of us are coming 
to see you every day, and you shall be our little soldier 
next Decoration Day, too, though you will be well and 
strong long before that time comes again, and—and I 
am going to try and sail under Miss Ray’s Captain after 
this. Come home, kids,” he sang out, suddenly abashed 
when he found that the crowd were listening to what 
he had been saying to Rosie. 

“Three chaars for Phil, who belaves in ‘dicorating 
for kapes’,” shouted Tom, always ready to give credit 
where he thought it due. 

Then they cheered for. Phil, with hearty good will, 
and then for Miss Ray and the school and Rosie and 
her grandmother, after which the crowd started home- 
ward, with hearts full of peace and good will. 

This was just a beginning of the good that the Wer 
Wispom Club did in the neighborhood, for they found 


many who needed help of some kind, all around them, 
and perhaps we will hear about some of the other things 
this club did, later on, but we must leave them now. 


Here are a couple of letters which passed between two 
Wees, but we are not going to explain how we came by them, 
or what the real names of the Wees are. You can readily see 
that the letters are real live letters, and that Virben is a real 
livre Wee. 


Dear Virben: 1 went to a party last night. I had a great 
time. Laddie has had distemper. We had a doctor as soon 
as we found out that he was sick. He is better now. I had 
to give him pills. The way to do it, is to take a piece of meat 
and make a hole in it. Then Laddie takes the pill, and never 
knows he has had it. ‘I was absent from school for the De- 
cember exams, so they made me take all the mid-years. I 
don’t think it was fair. If I hadn’t been sick, I would have 
been an honor pupil. However, I passed them all. But I tell 
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you it isn’t any fun to take them. Father wants me to take 
French lessons, but I want German. Which would you take? 
I like the German better, for I know a little. Please write 
real, real, real often. With love, Dot. 


Dearest Dot: I am sorry Laddie was sick. Why didn’t 
you treat him instead of giving him the pills? I’m sure he 
would have liked it better. I used to have lots of fun treating 
my dolls, and now I treat all my pets. One time my dog was 
very sick, and grew worse so rapidly that she could hardly 
walk, and looked like a shadow. I treated her, and mamma 
helped me, and in a few days the sickness was gone, and she 
began to gain strength. She was so grateful for our help, 
and was always glad when we petted her and claimed health 
for her. That was five years ago, and she’s been well ever 
since. Last summer my colt was frightened suddenly, and 
ran into a barb-wire fence. She tore a gash in her breast 
about fifteen inches long and three inches deep. Papa had to 
take five stitches in it, and everybody said that she was ruined. 
Mamma and I treated her, talked health and peace to her, 
and in three weeks the cut was healed perfectly; not a sign 
of it left. Her name is Bonnie, and she is a real “Black 
Beauty.” 

It would take too long to tell you even half of the won- 
derful demonstrations that have occurred. I'll tell you my 
secret, Dot; now listen: Whenever I stroke my cat, I stroke 
peace, health, life, love, etc., with every movement. When I 
pet my dog, I give her smiles and love, and tell her how good 
and true and faithful she is. And so on with all my pets, 
with the birds and wild animals, with the trees and flowers and 
vegetables; in fact with every living thing. I talk to the woods 
and the river, and make them my companions; that is why I 
don’t get lonesome here, with no other girls for comrades. 
Wee Wispom teaches us to be loving and kind, and how to 
keep well. If God intended us to be sick, we would be de- 
feating him if we tried to keep well. Now, dearie, I want 
you to put away your colds, sore throats, etc., and claim health. 
Treat Laddie, and help him to grow up to be a strong, sweet, 
wholesome boy. Then you'll be proud of him. After a while 
the loving health-thoughts become so natural that you will 
forget the sick ones. 

Now as to the French and German lessons; why don't you 
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do as your father wishes you to? I’ve always found that par- 
ents know what is best. Mamma speaks French, and [I like it 
better than German. So many of the German words are harsh. 
I think your father has very good judgment. 

My letter is growing long, and perhaps tiresome to you, 
so V'll close with a good-night kiss. Loads of love for you 
and all of yours. Affectionately, Virben. 

Please don’t think this letter is “preachy.” I have no 
intentions to preach, only want to remind little “Wees” to keep 
out of the old “ruts.” 


THE CUR 


H. Dorotuy DausMaNn 


Once I had a little cur 
Of no ‘count pedigree ; 
Jus’ plain dog, 

Yet all the world to me. 


I found him sitting all alone, 
Thin, hungry—by a stone; 
He was just as miserable, 
Yes, quite as bad as me! 


“Come, dog! Let’s be chums, 
There’s nobody cares, if we goes or comes ; 
I ain’t got nothin’ to offer you, 
*Cept to swear I’ll allers be true.” 


So through life we journeyed— 
Me and me no ’count pedigree ; 
Jus’ plain dog! 

Yet all the world to me. 


And now, by my cozy fireside 

We sit, just we two, 

My no ‘count little yaller cur, 
Who stayed the long years through. 


Wee Wispom wants the Wees to write to her when- 
ever they find time. She is always glad to hear from the 
dear children, and expects everyone to tell her about 
God’s goodness. 


| 

| | 
| 
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BUFFIN 


{| Aunt Mary adds in rhyme this little true story about ner 
cat Buffin.] 
This is a little story 
About my little cat: 
We shut him in a wooden box; 
A mouse went into that! 


And if you will believe me, 
Sir Kitty would not bite, 

While up his back the wee mouse waikea. 
‘Tickling with all his might. 


Kitty looked about him then 
With something of surprise; 

He thought the mouse a lovely puss, 
Got up in this disguise. 


And so we took the small mouse out, 
Setting the pris’ner free, 

And saw him prance across the yard, 
While “Buffin” laughed with glee! 

The Boosters’ Club is made up of live little Wees 
who want to make Were Wispom larger and better, and 
to have more letters and better letters and stories in her. 
Do you want to be a member? It may take a little time 
to be a good member, but you all have a little time to 
spare. 


When you send in a drawing be sure to have it in 
India ink, and whenever you write Wee Wispom a letter 
be sure that you put your full address on it, so that she 
may send you an extra copy of the issue containing 
your letter or notice of it, to give to some little friend 
who might like it. 


Be sure to read the Boosters’ Club and_ find 
out just what the club is doing now. Of course you 
have read about the little baby, Wee Wisdom, that the 
Editor is giving to the Wees who deserve it. Read all 
about it in the Boosters’ Club. 


> 
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Royal, Secretary 


WEE WISDOM BOOSTERS’ CLUB “yl 


The merry month of May is here, and we are all 
gathered in the same old way to have our monthly meet- . 
ing. Such a lot of the Wees want to be Boosters this 
month! That letter that Wee Wispom is going to write 
to the Boosters is still in the course of formation, and we 
shall mail it to you soon. If you want to receive it you 
had better apply for membership in the club now, unless 
you have already done so. 

Here is a word from Hyacinth: 

Spenceville, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wispom and all the Little Wees—I have been 
intending to write to you for a long time, but never found 
time before. I am one of your older Wees, being fifteen years 
old. Hurrah for the Boosters’ Club, and Mrs. Pettinger’s 
stories. I think they are both lovely. I would like to have 
some of the Wees correspond with me, and I promise to an- 

swer letters or post cards written to me. With love, 

From your friend, K. Hyacinth Eickshoff. 

P. S—I send a drawing, but do not know whether you 
can print it or not. 


We found no drawing, Hyacinth. You must have 
forgotten to send it. 


Mildred has a good word for us. She has overcome 
the difficulties of school work by using a Truth statement: 
Wichita, Kansas. 
Dear Wee Wispom—This is my second letter to you. My 
first was written when I lived at Clay Center. Since that time 
my mamma, papa, brother Joseph and myself have moved to 
Wichita. I am in the third grade at school, and am very 
much interested in getting good grades. Our school is out 
the last of May. I have four stars on my report card. The 
verse that Dan said, “God is my Intelligence, and his Wisdom 
is guiding me,” I am trying to make my motto. I eagerly 
watch for Wee Wispom and wish it would come every week. 
With love to all the Wees, Mildred Imogene Sheldon. 


‘ 
3 
‘ 
‘ 


24 WEE WISDOM 


How nice it would be if we would just apply the 
Truth statements to everything which goes wrong. You 
can do it if you will just think to. 


Archie, Angus 
and Willie Camp- 
bell send us this 
cute elephant to 
show you. Isn't 
it about the nicest 
little elephant you 
ever saw? He 
came from South 
Africa. 


Here is a word from Walter, who demonstrates the 
power of the Word every time that he feels a little bit 
ill. Every Wee in the world can keep well and happy 
all the time if he will just think to speak the word of 
Truth whenever things seem to go wrong: 

Chicago, Ill. 
Dear Were Wispom—I am home from school today on 
account of a little headache, but mamma and I know that God 
is my health, so mamma spoke words of Truth and the head- 
ache disappeared. We realize that there is One Power in the 
universe, and that is Good, so I am happy and thankful again. 
With love to all Wees, Walter Fahn. 


Here is a word from Irene. 
Seattle, Wash. 
My dear Wees—This is the second time that I have written 
to you. I am ten years old and I am in the fifth grade at 
school. I enjoy Wee Wisrom very much, and just to show you 
how much I like it I am going to send you a little paper dolly 
whose name is going to be Little Annie. Please put her in 
Wee Wisvom, too. I will try to get some other children to 
take Wee Wispom, too. Your friend, Trene Pyncheon. 


Irene, you should have outlined your dolly in India 
ink so we could show it to the Wees. It is good. 


Several of the Wees who wrote this time did not 
send their full address, and so we cannot send extra 
copies of Wee Wispom for them to give to their friends. 


Dean 
fave 
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Be sure whenever you send a letter to Wee Wispom 
that you give all your address. 

It was impossible to show you some of the drawings 

-this time, because they were not in India ink. The 
engraver cannot make pictures for Wee Wispom unless 
the drawings are in black ink. 

Did you notice the cute little baby on the cover of 
Wee Wispom last time? The editor has a lot of those 
dear little babies, all white and cute, which will be sent 
out to the Wees if they will do a little work for her. 
The little babies are just about the size of the picture 
and are in white plaster, and will be sent to those who 
send Were Wispom four new subscribers. If you can’t 
get four, send two subscriptions and twenty cents extra, 
and one will be mailed you. 

Hasn’t April been a beautiful month? All these 
bright faces which come to the meeting seem to radiate 
the joy and happiness which has dominated in the past 
month. May will be even more beautiful! 

What a number of Boosters we have this month! 
There is Eleanor Benton, of Santa Monica, Cal., who 
sends a picture of a cat. From Loon Lake, Washington, 
‘come requests from Myrtle Lillian Hughes, David 
Hughes, and Evelyn Irene Hughes. Emma and Rich- 
ard Merrill, of Oceanside, Cal., also want to be Boosters. 
From Seattle, Roland Russell and Helen Cornelius ask 
to be enrolled. A little Booster Club has been formed 
in East Columbus, Ind. Thelma Anderson, Alta, Oscar 
and Marshall Sprague and Ebert, Nera and Freda 
Routier are the nrembers. We welcome them to the 
Boosters. 

Isabel F. MacLeod, who lives on a ranch near 
Nestor, Cal., wants to be a Booster. From Chicago, 
Helen Gertrude Robbins asks admission. Agnes Mar- 
shall, of Natchez, Miss., Irene Gill, Morristown, N. J., 
and Helen Gesseaume, of Brooklyn, N. Y., all want to 
belong, too. Beatrice Jones, of South Omaha, Nebr., 
asks to be a Booster, and sends us a picture which we 
cannot show you because she did not do it in ink. 

From New York City comes a request for member- 
ship in the Boosters’ Club from Marion Donahue. We 
can’t send her an extra copy of Wee Wispom because 
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she did not give us her address. Mary Hurst, of Ogden, 
Utah, also wants to be a Booster. 


Here are two little Wees 
who have sent their faces 
for us to see. Catherine 
says that she has a mes- 
sage for the Wees and it 
is, “Because I am _ the 
child of God I have faith, 
hope and trust in the 
Lord.” Isn't that a good 


message? 


Agatha Harlan and 
Catherine Conrad 


We welcome all these Wees to the Boosters’ Club, 
and promise them that they shall receive a letter soon, 
telling them all the wonderful things which the Boosters 
will be able to do. 

My, here are lots of Wees who have just dropped 
in to give their regards. Katrina Westlund, Eusenada, 
Lower California, Mexico, wants the Wees to write to 
her. She sent a picture of some Mexican money. Be 
sure and write her. She will make a most interesting 
correspondent. Hester Drew wants to send an original 
song. We shall be glad to get it, Hester. Send it. 

Olvera Hewald has a nice word for us, but we 
haven’t room for it, and Flora Plumstead sends a nice 
letter from away off in South Africa, with a story. We 
are printing the story, but haven’t room for the letter. 

Good letters were received from Essie E. Currie, 
Opal Nancy Dawson, Reva Lucile Dawson, J. Louise 


Gat: 
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Brook, Kathleen Maxwell, L. Emerson Alford, Little 
Noylan, Frances Parker and Olive Parker. 

We are mighty glad that the Wees came out in 
such a large number this time to the meeting, and shall 
expect even more at our next meeting. Be sure to join 
the Boosters’ Club and receive a letter from Wee Wi1s- 
pom, telling you just how to go about the club work and 
what the club will get from Wer Wispom. 

Do it now! Your little friends will join in and 
work with you when you tell them about it. 

It is growing late, so we had better draw the meet- 
ing to a close, and wait until June to hear the next steps 
taken by the club. Won't the club work be fun when we 
get it started? 

Remember, dears, that it is just as easy to be nice 
to mamma and papa as it is to be cross and ugly, and 
oh, how much better mamma and papa love you when 
you act nice. Don’t you like kitty better when she is 
sweet, and purrs and cuddles close? 


BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 6—May 12 
THE LAW OF LOVE —Luke 6: 27-38; Rom. 13: 8-10. 


Golden Text: “Thou shalt love thy neighbor as thyself.”— 
Rom. 13:9. 

The whole law of life is love. If our hearts are full of 
love we are fulfilling the law of God. It is easy to love our 
friends, but sometimes we find it hard to love our enemies. 
Those who do not love us, who treat us unkindly, perhaps 
unjustly—these are apt to be given resentment. ‘The fact 
that we have enemies proves that we are not fulfilling the 
law. If we loved them, we would call them friends. It is 
surprising how enemies change to friends, and harsh feelings 
melt away when we determine to harbor only loving thoughts 
for all. If we are busy loving, we do not have time to look 
for slights or insults. Nearly all these are imaginary, any- 
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way. Some folks seem to enjoy having enemies, being “at 
outs” with someone. They do not realize that just such habits 
bring ills and gray hairs. To say the least, having enemies 
is ill bred. To say the most, it is breaking the law of God. 
To follow the law is not a hardship. It is always the easiest 
and most pleasant way. 


Lesson 7—May 19 
THE OLD LAW AND THE NEW LIFE—Matt. 5: 17-26. 


Golden Text: “He that loveth his neighbor hath fulfilled 
the law.”—Rom. 13:8. 


Before Jesus was born there was a commandment in the 
law of Moses which read, “Thou shalt not kill.” That is one 
of our commandments today. Jesus did not come to destroy 
that law, but to fulfill it. He said that the command, “Thou 
shalt not kill,” must be obeyed to the letter, and, furthermore, 
we must- not hold angry thoughts about our brother. 

Of course we would not kill anyone, and surely we would 
not kill the birds or animals when we know that the same 
life which is in us makes them live and breathe, and that they 
are our brothers. 

But this matter of holding angry thoughts—that is dif- 
ferent, isn’t it? We are not so sure of obeying that, and 
we hadn’t thought it did much harm to be angry. But it 
was one of Jesus’ commandments, and if it had not been 
important he would not have given it. 

Let us reason it out. In the first place, it is a well-known 
fact that violent, angry thoughts make unhealthy conditions 
in our bodies, which manifest as disease. We know that sick- 
ness is caused by lack of harmony in the organs of our 
bodies. How can the body be in harmony when the mind is 
full of angry, wrangling thoughts? They are rank poison. 
Many persons have lost their bodies because they had the 
habit of giving way to angry, hateful thoughts. Then, too, 
a hate thought is a murder thought. They are the kind of 
thoughts that lead to killing. So when we send hate thoughts 
to people we are murderers in thought. Think of that! Gen- 
erally, in our lessons, we do not speak of negative things, but 
it is necessary that we realize just how important it is to 
not allow angry thoughts to take possession of us. When we 
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are inclined to be angry, we should say to ourselves: “Now, 
this will not do. I am master of my mind and I will let into 
it only harmonious thoughts. I will obey the law of love.” 


Lesson 8—May 26 
TRUTHFULNESS.—Matt. 5:33-37; James -:1-12; 5:12. 


Golden Text: “Putting away falsehood, speak ye truth 
each one with his neighbor: for we are members one of an- 
other.”—Eph. 4: 25. 

Have we ever stopped to think what a powerful agent 
the tongue is? It is such a small thing to be so mighty. 
Jesus likened the tongue to the helm of a ship which, though 
small, is the means of directing the whole ship. 

If our tongue wags uncontrolled, it is sure to breed mis- 
chief. It will create around us an unwholesome, unpleasant 
atmosphere. 

Jesus said men had tamed wild beasts and serpents, but 
no man could tame the tongue. That is true, but there is a 
Spirit within us which can do all things. If we let the Christ 
within control our tongue we will speak only that which is 
true and kind. Then people will like to be with us and we 
will draw to us only happiness-and health. 


Lesson 9- June 2 
HYPOCRISY AND SINCERITY.—Matt. 6: 1-18. 


Golden Text: “Take heed that ye do not your righteous- 
ness before men, to be seen of them: else ye have no reward 
with your Father who is in heaven.”—Matt. 6: 1. 


In this lesson we are told how to pray, and are given the 
Lord’s Prayer which we all know. We are also told that 
religion and alms giving are not a matter for show. Religion 
is more a matter of the within than the without. -Those who 
pray loudest before the most people are not always the most 
truly religious. The best way to prove the truth of our re- 
ligion is to live it. Some people think it necessary that good 
Christians appear sad and downcast. The truest religion is 
that which makes us healthiest and happiest. When we are 
joyous and full of health and make those around us so, we 
are proving our religion. 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 


If I were a poet I would 
write a song for you this 
mouth. The refrain would 
go like this: 

And the warm wind blowing, 
Sets the green grass growing. 


Two weeks ago the view 
from my south windows 
was an expanse of deep 
snow, and now it shows a 
; stretch of lovely green. Of 
FR <a course we have needed veils 
to keep our hats on this 
week, for the wind has been 
whirling right merrily, but 
what of that when we know that it is helping the sun 
to awaken the buds and flowers! 

Already I have hunted up my garden gloves, my 
rake, trowel and watering-pot, and I am considering a 
new sun-hat. I have a diagram of my garden all made 
and can see in my mind’s eye nasturtiums blooming 
cheerily under my pantry window, and sweet peas nod- 
ding by the cellar door. A cool spot on the south side 
of the yard, close to the fence, is reserved for pansies. 
They are such a comfort. 

If you did not plant a garden last year when I 
begged you to, please start one now. If I could think 
of anything that would be more fun for you this spring 
Td tell you about it, but I can't. 

It’s fun to plant and it’s fun to watch things grow. 
The flowers look so much more beautiful and the vege- 
tables taste so much better if you grow them yourself. 
Begin right away. Sweet peas should be in now. but 
there is time vet if you hurry. 


Be kind, be true, be strong, be wise, 
See only good, through God’s two eyes. 
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April showers have pierced the earth, 
And called forth tender flowers ; 
The world is green with a shimmering sheen 
Of grass and shady bowers. 
The May-pole dance, 
Or the woods, perchance, 
Call the lovers of Spring; 
And the birds on the wing 
Warble and sing 
An ode to the month of May. 


Bee” Ir THERE IS A BLUE MARK at the end of this notice, it is because 
you have forgotten to invite WEE Wispom to continue her visits to 
you. You must not miss her this year, for she has planned many 
new treats for her readers, great and small. 


1, Wisdom, cause those that love me to inherit substance, and I will 
fill their treasuries. 


{ 
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TREASURE-BOX 
Imetpa Ocravia SHANKLIN 
(A new book) 

story for children which is full of all the fas- 
A cination and charm of a fairy story and yet 
rich with the highest teaching for character 

building. Miss Shanklin’s writings are all virile. 
q Two maidens, Walin (pronounced Vahlin) and Basha, 
ure looking every day for the coming of a beautiful 
White Princess bearing wonderful treasures. While 
living and playing like all normal children, they are 
storing up ideas and thoughts which are the real treas- 
ures of life. Basha doubted and was willful, and failed 
to do the best she could. Walin was full of faith and 
love and servicé. ‘The Princess came and found Walin 
ready to go with her, but Basha was left alone on the 
beach, all forlorn. However, the lesson was good for 
Basha; she set about making ready to follow after, and 
finally found her happiness also with the Princess and 

alin. 

q The little book is most artistically gotten up, with 
numerous pen illustrations and half-tones. It is printed 
in two colors—orange and black. Forty-eight pages. 
Price 50 cents. 


HOW THE FAIRIES WON THEIR WINGS 
Ipa Bette 


A delightful fairy story that will charm the heart 
of the child reader. In this very practical age we 
are neglecting the power of the imagination in form- 
ing character, and we welcome a renewal of our 
acquaintance with the folks of Elfland, especially 
when they lead us into a knowledge of right sorts of 
desire and action. This little story is full of interest 
because told with sweet naturalness, and it cannot 
fail to impress its lesson upon the mind. The book 
is illustrated and very pleasing from a typographical 
standpoint. 
Beautifully bound in limp, ooze calf stamped in gold. 
Price, leather, 85 cents; paper, 50 cents. 


UNITY TRACT SOcigt ¥. 
Unity Bldg., 913-915 Tracy Ave., 
KANSAS CITY, MO. 
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